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trance, and with hissinglearmto rescue Elodie 
irom the soldiers of Palzo—but alas! be might 
fall, vauquished by numbers. and I should have 
oceasioned his death’ 

The hours fled swiftly. Suddenly, on one of {| This frightful thought arrested her intentions. 
the rocks overlooking the valley, Elodie perceiv- #{* Let me wait.’ cried she. ‘ Possibly | am 
ed the light of an unusual fire. It blazed for abandoning myself to chimerical terrors; the 
an iustant, and was then extinguished. On the }j Countess Imberg treats me as if | were her child, 
summit of the opposite mountain a similar fire }and the conduct of the prince is altered No 
appeared, and vanished as quickly. These, it [present danger threatens me, and I will not ex- 
was evident, were signals; for she perceived, in |} pose the life of the Recluse. No I wili not kindle 
the path which descended from the bridge of jj the light on the tower till peril is at hand, and 
the torrent, a numerous troop of mountaineers, {despair seizes me.’ 
who hastily concealed themselves iu the depths From a dread of meeting Palzo, Elodie had 
of the forest. She could not divine where these }j not for along time dared to enter the gardens of 
dark meetings were held, nor under what chief {jthe monastery. The morning had dawned, and 
the undiciplined hordes served The atirighted {jthe prince had left the valley. The Orphan 
Orphan felt that to sleep would be impossible, therefore flew to the rustic temple which had 
and, as she leaned against the bars of her win- |} witnessed the innocent sports of her infancy ; 
dow, she continued to observe the strange com- #and, in happy recollections of the past, almost 


eer RECLUSE. 
(Contin ued from page 146.) 


ah x eo which appeared to agitate the heights, forgot the present. 


e nocturnal signals which continued to} The temple overlooked the meadows of Un- 


‘blaze at<ntervals round the monastery. A fee- {i derlach, from whence Marceline beheld the 


bie ray of light still glimmered, when a tumultu- j{daughter of Saint Maur. She ran towards her, 
ous sound of voices, arms, and horses, strack on }jaed finding the gate of the park open, was very 
the ear of Elodie. Had other strangers arrived jj s00n in the presence of Elodie. 

at the castle, or were these couri+rs, whom the } ‘At last [see you again!’ cried the sybil of 
prince was going to receive or dispatch? Some Athe village, in a tone of enthusiasm; * what 
danger, perhaps, threatened the country ? The #events have occurred within the last few days in 


Orphan gently opened the door of her chamber, fvsr solitary canton! A prophetic voice bas aris-| 


and, lightly crossing the grand corridor of the fen from the Cedron of our valley; the monaste- 


cloister, reached one of the high windows of the {ey.ence ovr Sion, has become the sanctuary ef) 


southern facade, and cast a trembling glance on | crime ; woe to the temple !” . 


the court-yard of the abbey. ‘In the name of Heaven what do you mean” 
She perceived the Prince of Paizo armed from }} exclaimed the terrified young girl. 
head to foot, mounted on a superb courser. He || ‘Gentle dove! the bird of prey is hovering 
had concealed his coat of mail, and the polished |jover your head; he is extending his sanguinary 
steel of his cuirass, with a violet-coloured cloak, |] talons—fly if there is yet time.’ 
and had taken from his black helmet the white jj ‘ Whither” ; 
plume. No scarf surrounded his form, no orders |} ‘To the mountain; any of our buts will shel- 
decorated his breast. He lowered his visor, and |} ter you there.’ 
dark as an autumna! night departed through the |] ‘Who will protect me®’ 
grating of the monastery, followed by a few ‘Heaven is now our only help. The star of 
warriors as mysterious in their deportment as |j our vallies has disappeared beneath a cloud: and 
their chief. there is no longer a haven for the victims of the 
What could Elodie conjecture from the extra- |} wreck ; there is no longer a Gideon to crush 
erdinary conduct of Palzo? Doubtless some }j the Philistines.’ 
great enterprise occupied the mind of this ‘The Recluse then has quitted the country ” 
prince, but a plot conceived in darkness must * Since the day on which nrad was saved, 
be criminal. These nocturnal sallies, these dis- }}an extensive conspiracy bas been forming in 
guises, the signals,the meetings, and the corres- |} these shades; the caves of the forest echo with 
pondences, all announced horrible intrigues and |} the voice of rebellion. I have, espied, listened, 
dark machinations. A tempest was gathering jjand heard enough. The misguided mountain- 
over Underlach, but in what place and on whose eers have taken up arms; Lorraine is threaten- 
head would its black fury be poured? If the }jed, France, ays the insurgents; the Prince of 
monastery was to be the rendezvous for the re- || Palzo is a traitor; and the valley,of Underlach 
bels, perhaps the thunder of vengeance might |]is a rendezvous of rebels—but ye way be ob- 
fall upon it. The anger of God would doubtless fiserved, and I feave you.—Oh! slumber not on 
exterminate the conspirators; but should the }{the brink of a precipice" 
valley be the destined scene of bloodshed and ag 
warfare, what would become of the gentle Mai- 
den of Underlach ? 


























soul. She could not consult Anselmo, against [pas he urg 
whom the gates of the abbey were shut, and she |] darted-hi 
herself was a prisoner. Alone, and at this mo- ver the, face of nature ; whem the 
ment without either guide or support, what plan ||soung of masic echoed through the monastery — 
could she pursue ?—to whom could she apply ? Elodie arose, and looked towards the park, per- 

‘if I were to kindle the Jight on the tower!’ |iceived preparations for a brilliant festival — 
said shetoherself. ‘If I were to call on the Re- || Triumphal arches were erected in the gardens, 
cluse!—but what could ke do?—the guards of ||and the magic wand of Armida seemed to have 
the prince have orders to prevent the admission || been employed to produce the enchantnients 
of strangers to the abhey. The inhabitant of || which glittered on every side. On the lawn was 
the mountain, that bold warrior, that desperate |j]a verdant amphitheatre, over which were sus- 
lover, might perhaps be able to force an en- pended garlands of roses and crowns of laurel 


the speggdgof his radiant. coursers, 
lowing bea org clouds of gold 
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interwoven. On one side was a temple dedica- 
tedto B auty, andon the otherayrotto conse- 
crate to Love, Ata little distance was a ball- 
roow and a spacious echestra. The cypher of 
the Mdiden of Underlach was seen in every di- 
rection, and her colours formed a part of all 
the decorations. 


As Elodie contemplated these magnificent 
preparations from her solitary window, and while 
enchanted buildings, pleturesque views, and ma- 
gical decorations every where presented them- 
selves to her view, a troop of youthful knights, 
arrayed in white armour, and bearing azure 
shields on which the name of Elodie appeared ia 
gold letters, advanced towards the turret inha- 
bited by the daughter of Saint Maur. They all 
wore blue scarfs, the colour of the ribbon con- 
stantly wore as a girdle for Elodie The 
knights halted beneath the ancient wall, and tar 
the accompaniment of several military harps, 
subg these words: 


‘¢ Aux chants des fils de la victoire 
Leve toi, Vierge des Vallons! 

C'est sur la beaut? que la gloire 
Aime a réficchir ses rayons. 

Que loin de toi la fopdre tonni, 
Celeste Aurore d‘us beau jour' 

Ton front est fait poer la couronne, 


Comme ton ecceer l’est pour lamour ' 
3 I amour rt 
a 





Pourgqvoi vers ' hamps sanguineffes 
S’élance ce che! indompté? 
Qu'attend-il des pales guerri¢res ’ 
Un souire de ia beaute. 
Fille du ciel, fleur d’innocence ! 
Que pour toi brille un nouveau jour! 
Reponds! la gloire et la vaillanee 
Ne demandent qu'un wot d’amour.’’* 


The door of her chamber opened, and tha 
Countess Imbere entered, extending her arms to 
the Orphasgy ‘Come, my dearest child,’ said she 
‘the monastery and the valley are celebrating 
the anniversdry of the virgin of Underlach’s 
birth, “If thi a day of gratitude for the pea. 
sants, hoy#fmcirmore must it be so for me. This 
happy day Mave to them only a benefactress, 
but on me’ it bestowed a daughter!’ 

Grateful for these flattering attentions, tender 
words, and, above all, charmed by the touching 
expressionssof her voice, the daughter of St. 
Maur pressed her protectress to her heart, and 
for some moments enjoyed the sweet delusion of 
having found a mofker. 

The countess ledsher gently towards the 
endof the great gallery of the monastery 
where, beneath a starry canopy, was placed an 
elevated seat surrounded by trophies of arms.— 
Guided by her benefactress, the Orphan ascend- 






* Awake Virgin daughter of the Valley! awake 
to the songs of the sons of victory It is the 
pride of glory to reflect itsyrays on beauty. Far 
from thee let the menacing. thunder roll, thou 
beauteous dawn of a celestial day! Thy brow 
is formed for a crown, as thytreart is made for 
love. ; . 

Why does yon undaunted warrior seek, the 
field of slaughter? he hopes that the smile of 
beauty will reward him for having gained the 
palm of glory. Daughter of heaven! flower of 
spring! may the lustre of a new-born day shine 
on thee.—Reply! Glory and valour ask of thee 





| but gpe word of love. 
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ed the steps of ber throne, and as she stood 
motionless from surprise, she resembled Gala- 
tea standing with downcast eyes on the pedestal 
of love. 
The Prince of Palzo, glittering in jewelled ar- 
now ted himself before her. He 
waibisenied by a brilliant suite of knights, 
squires, and pages. Their scarfs, banners, and 
plumes were blue, and as they approached Elo- 
die, every lance, sword, and buckler was lower- 
ed. The Prince of Palzo, himself a one 
knee on the ground, laid his sword at her’ feet, 
while the vocal warriors repeated in choras the 
burthen of their song : 


* Que loin de toi la foudre tonne, 
Céleste Aurore d'dmbeau jour! 
\ Ton frout est fait pour la couronne, 
Comme ton cceur lest pour l'amour.” . 


The shepherds and peasant girls of Underlach 
appeared, at this moment, at the end of the ga)- 
Soa garments, ornamented with blue 
ri - They bore ia their hands the village 
offerings, and the steps of the throne were co- 
wered with their baskets of flowers and fruit. 
Joy irradiated their countenances, and tears of 
sensibility fell from the eyes of the virgin of the 
monastery. The villagers repeated the chorus 
of the second verse of the warrior’s song, accom- 
panied by military instruments: 


* Fille da ciel, fleur printanicre, 

Que poar toi brille un nouveau jour! 
©! reponds! la vallée entiére 

Ne demand qu’un mot d'amour, 


enchant the soul of Elodic. 

A splendid banquet awaited the heroes of the 
feast. 
the grove the table was spread. Piles of arms, 
placed inthe form of a colonnade supported an 
awniug of clothof gold, azure cords raised the 
festoons, and flowery garlands crowned the eentre 
Every species of pleasure and enchantment 
awaited the Orphan. Towards the evening, at 
the conclusion of the repast, Elodie left the tent, 
and she could scarcely 
her senses, when she perceived that a brilliant 


of daylight. Various-coloured lamps shed their 
magic beams around, and the monastery, like a 
globe of fire, proudly rose above the brilliant 
stars which sparkled throughout the enchanted 
park. The peaceful wave which ran through the 
of the east, all the wonders of fairy-land, and 


Elodie. 


echved around. Every tree had its Dryad; 


tage of the emotion 


by a groupe of Syiphids. 
the gates of this temple.” 





sants and eg girls, towards the ampitheatre, 
nights, squires, and pages swel- 

tea the brilliant train of the youth{ul nymph, and 

\ military music preceded the triumphant proces- 
\ sion. Less lovely was Cytherea beneath the 
oy Amathonte, when, drawn by Tritons, 
by the Nereides, and surrounded by 


the Loves, she presided over the gawes of the 


of war 
The fair Sovereign of the valley was seated on 
a gilded balcony. What a sight presented it- 
self! A vast circus was before her, its barrier 


Was open, and the war cry of the tournament 


was heard 
‘Guerre aux heros! amour =, “Y Ye 


, Mow valiant knights completely armed rushed 
to the combat, with their visors closed and their 


ur, grace, and ad- 


dress charmed the Maiden of Underlach Their 
shields echoed with redoubled blows, and their 
formidable swords emitted sparks of fire. 
The devices of all the combatants were the 
same—“ Love and atory.” At the foot of the 
balcony the heroes of the tournament, mounted 
on their coursers, lowered their floating 
standards, and bent their valourous forms, at the 
feet of beauty. Delighted and astonished, the 
queen of the day smiled on the triumphant pala- 
dins; and, as if she had been accustomed to 
preside over simiar sports, the graceful nymph 
unbuckled the helmets of the conquerors, placed 
the crown on their heads, and distributed the 
rewards. Full of emotion, the daughter of 
Saint Maur had never looked so lovely.— 
The enthusiasm inspired by the these warlike 
contests, and the chivalrous festival, was painted 
crt her enchanting Tears” a te brilliancy 
e transports 

excited by her beauty, the almost divine has. 
age she had recei the shouts of valour and 
glory, the serene sky, enchanted groves, and 


The Or 


morta! harps struck by the Archangels. 


* Approche, jeune Deite! 
Que nu) prodige ne t’etonne ! 
L’ecla brilliant qui t’environne, 
Vaut-il l’'eclat de ta beaute— 
L’arten vain t’offre une Idalic; 
Il n’est en cet heureux sejour 
D’autre merveille qu’ Elodie ? 
Et d’autre enchanteur que |’ Amour! 





Avx mortels impose ta loi, 
Nouvelle Reine de Cythere! 
Commande a la Nature entiere, 
Son plus bel ouvrage---c’est toi. 
Monte au temple de la Victoire! 
Viens' laisse enfin parler ton cceur ; 
Le trone te promet la gloirs, 





Beneath a tent erected in the midst of 


credit the evidence of 


these wonders of art in the midst of the wildy) theday, prescuted to her av ambrosial cy 
scenery of nature, all united to intoxicate and}j passing around her torm one of their 








iilumination had succeeded to the last rays of 


gardens, as it reflected these dazzling lights, 
seemed like a stream of jewels. All the dreams 


allthe prodigies of fable, appeared realized for 
The dance commenced, and the joyous song 


every grove its divinity. The countess quitted 
Elodie; and the Prince of Palzo, taking advan- 
and intoxicating delight 
which agitated the bosom of the youthful Queen 
of the Valley, drew ber rapicly towards a grove 
where stoed the temple of Hymen, surrounded 
Falling at her fect, 
he exclaimed, * Adored Elodie! open for me 


phan raised her eyes towards the il- 
luminated building pointed out to her by the 
prince, A divine melody was heard from within, 
which séemed to proceed froin the chords of im- 











L’ Amour te promet le bonheur.” * 


As thestrain ceased, the gates of the temple 
opened ; and the radiant splendour of the interi- 
or dazzled the Orphan. Rays of brilliancy 
issued forth like the beams from the palace of 
meteors promised to the daughters of Fingal...- 
At the end of the sanctuary glittered the altar 
of Hymen, supported by clouds of purple and 
azure ; Incense aud aromatic herbs were buyn- 
ing in golden vases. As in the temple of Cythera 
a crowd of youthful loves issued from the clouds, 
waving their .sparkling torches. These new 
childreg of Venus, flying towards the Hebe of 





* Approach youthful Divinity! and let no 
prodigy surprise thee. Can the splendours which 
surround thee compare with the britliancy of thy 
beauty? Art vainly attempts to represent Idalia 


In this happy valley there is no miracle but Elo. 
die' no enchanter but love ! 











4 Impose thy laws on mortals, new Queen of 
Cythera ' Command entire Nature!—her noblest 








——————— * 
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we and let thy heart speak ' A throne Pp 


work is thyself, Ascend to the temple of Victo- 


roimises 
e! 


‘ av hateraita 
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girdies, drew her towards the omega 
teuiple, whence exhaled the perfumes of Arabia 

The Prince of Paizo was still at the feet of 
Elodie, and his looks were more eloquent thay 
his words. The Orphan fancied berself ip , 
dream, and endeavoured to recall herself tor. 
collection. Led on, almost against her will, by 
the seductions which surrounded her, she bai 
reached the steps of the temple, and the Pring 
of Palzo’s triumph was vearly complete. 

The altar of Hymen attracted the attentiong 
the Orphan; the names of Elodie and Pay 
blazed above it in luminous letters, aud asudda 
idea crossed her wind. Her entering the temp 
would be giving a tacit acquiescence to the wishs 
of the prince; ber approaching the altar wou 7 
be a!most pledging her faith—she paused—ij, — 
eochantwent vanished ; a shuddering seized be; 
she repulsed the young Cupids who were lad. | 
ing her to the deceittul temple ; and disengagiay 
herself from the fiowery chains which ene. 
cled her, drew back with aflright to thef. 
ther end of the grove. 

The prince rushed towards her, and sought 
to lead her to the temple ; the tenderest suppiia 
tions of love were bovering on bis lips, wha 
suddenly an armed warrivr presented bimglir) 
anddelivermg a sealed letter, with asilentir © 
clination of the head, withdrew € 

Rendered furious by this unexpected appa | 
tion, the prince seized the letter. He starteda | 
the sight of the seal, aud hastily tearing ope fp 
the envelope, read the dispatch, and becamt § 
pale as death. Whe daughter of Saint Mar, 
profiting by so favourable an opportunily, et 
ped fromthe grove, and sought the cou: tes— 
Felicitating herself on having escaped the dit 
gers of seduction, and the treachery of the evel 
ing; she concealed her agitation and renuitel 
with her protectress. 

The prince speedily rejoined the Orpha; 
and, with bis habitual dissimulation, easily 
guised the secret chagrin which cevourec bis 
He appeared unmoved by the hasty intelligent 
he hadreceived and not a trace of agitation 
uneasiness was visible on bis countenauce fe 
was still the anxious and tender lover of the 
gin of Underlach. ; 

But all was changed for Elodie. Her delusics & 
had vanished, the prism had lost it colours, ¢ 
the garden its wonders. Enchantment was Ut 
more! The project of the prince was known te 
her and she was aware of the desigu of tbe ie 
tival. She complained of excessive fatighs 
the dance and the song bad no longer the pore 
Nothing interested ber, and hit 
voice became melancholy and languishing 
waited with impatience tor the cessation of ptt 
sures which had become insupportable, and 4 
tired at last, delighted to escape froin the ada . 
tion which could no longer intoxicate her ima 
nation. ; 

Towards the middle of the next day the davt? 
ter of Saint Maur entered the sitting TOO) | 
the Countess Imberg requested a few mome? 
conversation with ber. Bloie guessed ¥ 4 
would be the subject of discussion; and ve 
hending some new persecution, sbe called fot” 
all the energy of her soul, determined to —— 
with firmness against the storm which threat? 
ed her. * 

The countess. according to her usual custets 
extended her arms to ber niece; and has 0 ist © 
her sit by her side, addressed the followis © 
words to ber in the most atiectionate toue * di- 

“ When Providence called me to be thegua 
an of the Orphan of Uuderlach, 1 cawe to ae 
valley to fulfil the duty imposea op me thst 
instead of having a task to perform, I foun * 
the purest enjoyments were reserved for "Ol 

earest Elodie! heaven had demed me the 





to charm her. 
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sing of achild, but now I find my prayers were 
heard. Ihave gained a daughter, and I will 
prove indeed a mother to her. My fortune is 
considerable, as you kuow; that fortane sha}! be 
yours. You shall possess my riches, but J shal! 


receive a far more precious gift in exchange. if 


my adopted daughter will give me her affec- 
tion.” 

Subdued by this kind speech, the confiding 
Elodie reproached hevself for her prejudices 
against her whose atfectiou and generosity wer 
so constant and unbounded, and she was on the 
point of expressing her gratitude, when her be 
nefactress continued in these words: 

‘ My beloved chile, my daty now obliges me 
to ensure your happivess, aud to establish your 
rank in the world before my morta! career is 
finished. The Prince of Palzo adores you. 1 
will not speak of his illustrious birth, or immeuse 
riches ; the soul of my Elodie soars above the 
pomps of life. From the height where her vir- 
tues have placed her, she beholds unmoved the 
vanities of the world. It is not, then, the power 
of Palzo, or the brightness of his glory which 
have determined me in his favour, but I have 
studied his soul, and his passionate attachment; 
his noble sentiments have decided for him. 
Amiable Orphan! his love for you is delirium , 
his admiration of your virtues, idolatry. ‘Po 
what august sovereign have such splendid festi 
vals ever been offered? what beauty has ever 
received such homage’? Doubtless the heart of 
my Elodie does justice to the magnanimous 
warrior who calls her to the holy altar. None 
but the first of the heroes of Lorraine is worthy 
of the most beautiful of the virgins of Switzer- 
land.’ 

The countess might have prolonged her eulo- 
gium of the Prince of Palzo uninterrupted by 
the daughter of Saint Maur, who was affected 
by her caresses, thankful for her kindness, but 
rendered miserable by her perseverance. Fear- 
ful, however, that her long silence might be 


during the festival, which informed him, that bis ' 
euemies had begun to penetrate the veil which {low tone to the mountaineers. 


has hitherto concealed bis vast enterprise. The , 


moment is arrived tor the execution of his im- | 


mortal designs; the blow must be struck, and | 
success is certain Delay might create danger, | 
aud a crown awaits the couqueror 
‘The Prince therefore, has not a moment to | 
lose. He must quit Helvetia, and fly where glo- | 
ty awaits him: but the intrepid hero is also the | 
passionate lover, and Palzo would fain rush to) 
the ges honvured by the title of your hus. 
vau | 
She ceased: but her perfidious language and. 
artful communications produced a totally oppo- 
site effect to what she had intended, on the mind | 
of the Orphan. ‘My resolution,’ eried the, 
daughter of Saint Maur, with energy, ‘is! 
Strengthened. A legitimate diadem would not} 
have dazzled me, but a usurped throne inspires | 
ie with horror. The dark path of conspiracy | 
caunot lead to glory, and a rebellious chieftain | 
shall never be the husband of Elodie.’ 
At these words, which were pronounced with | 
as much dignity as firmness, the angry countess | 
yet commanded ber temper. Her brow was on-| 
ly severe, and her voice solemn. 
“Orphan of Underlach,” said she, ‘ the re-| 
solves of a child can prove no obstacle to the’ 
will of a mother. Since words of tenderness 
and persuasion have no effect on your soul; | 
since neither the gifts nor the prayers of love, 
cau induce you toretract your refusal, I am com-| 
pelled by regard for the remains of Herstall, by 
my own dignity, and by my duty to that God. 
who has confided youto my care, to pronounce) 
an irrevocavle decree. Before the eun has thrice 
gilded the horizon, the Prince of Palzo shall be 
your husband.” 
She arose as she uttered these words, and with-, 
out waiting fora reply, darted a look of con- | 
tempt and indignation on the Orphan, and retired | 
toher apartments. 








construed into acquiescence, she at last replied 

“Ob, my mother, since you deign to allow. 
me to call you so, how can ? express my grati- 
tude and tenderness! Your goodness has far 
surpassed the hopes of the Orphan, who can 
never forget all that you have done; but alas! 
can you forgive a second refusal? The posses- 
sions of Herstall are gufficient for my wants,| 
and I desire not an increase of fortuue. The 
riches of the Countess Imberg would have no 
other value in my eyes, were I disposed to ac- 
cept them, than being the gift of friendship, the 
present ofamother. With regard to the Prince 
of Palzo, young as I am, and knowing him so 
little, I cannot return his affection ; but my heart, 
though it cannot love him, is at least incapable 
of deceit, and I feel myself unworthy of an alli- 
ance which would raise me to dignities of which 
I am not ambitious.’ 


Measures were immediately taken for carry-| 
ing the orders of the countess into execrtion. — | 
The marriage of Eiodie and Palzo was cnuoun-| 
ced; and the walls of the ancient chapel were | 
hung with sumptuous draperies. The altar, load-| 
ed with offerings, was decorated with rich can-: 
dlesticks. Shining vases and splendid carpets) 
ornamented the sacred interior. The prepara- 
tions for the nuptial ceremony were every where | 
hastened. The decision of the countess was ir- | 
revocable, and the fate of the Orphan was final- 
ly determined. 





The fatal moment approached, and still the 
countess continued inflexible. In the power of 
her tyrants, who watched her incessantly, the, 
unfortunate captive marked the hours elapse, 
with terror. Her fate was decreed, and despair’ 
possessed her soul She determined to kindle| 
the watch-light on the tower . for who could af-| 





The countess, suppressing her fury and dis- 
pleasure, shewed no sigus of being offended with 
this answer 

‘Charming Elodie’ said she, ‘far from me 
be the thought of forcing your inclinations or 
controling your will! According to your wishes 
I had resolved to retard the projected marriage 
until time should have enlightened your judg- 
ment, and the constancy of the prince touched 
your heart. The longer you had k. own Palzo, 
the more you would have valued him, and low 
would have preceded the train of Hymen. But 
delay is impossible the prince cannot remain at 
the monastery, and it is time to apprise you of 
some of his secrets The Prince of Palzo, be. 
friended by the king of Franc. and sided by th: 
northern courts, & now at the head of a warlik: 
army, and meditating the invasion of Lorraine 
Louis the Eleventh will fight with him and for 
him. lam not permitted to say more, than that 





@n important dispatch was received last night" 





ford her assistauce but the hunter of the moun-; 
tain? who could save her but the recluse? 
Night had spread her starry mantle over the 
vault of heaven, and the mountaineers, who had | 
been occupied with the preparations for the) 
odious marriag:, had long retired from their la-| 
hour Morpheus had scattered bis poppies over | 
the inhabitants of the monastery. when the Vir-| 
gin of Underlach. with a light step cross: athe | 
grand corridor of the abbey, with a lamp in her| 
hand, and advanced towards the stair-case of ihe 
principal turret. She bad already ascended 
som- few steps, whea a murmuring sound indu- 
ced ber to pause. Several k sights were de- 
scepding from the keep, and issuing the orders) 
of their master to soine of the peasa.ts employed | 
as wnessengera by the rebels Elodie, to avoid | 
mectiag these en:missaries evtered a low door. | 
avd sought refuge in a narrow aud dark gallery 





which commuvicates with th opposite terret 


The warriors, who were disguised as Swiss 


: —— 
peasauts, marched precipitately, aud spoke in @ 
* Yes,” said one 
of the chiefs, ‘at the break of day they are to 
assemble on the Terrible Peak. * The Terrible 
Peak,’ echoed a mountaineer, with affright. 


\‘ What then—are your brave companions afraid 
| of the Bleeding Phantom, interrupted the chief, 


disdainfully. ‘In that case they bad better re- 
tire from the ranks; the prince does not wish for 
soldiers who are scared at a shadow.’ 
* But the Bleeding Phantom * 
‘Rnough—silence. The prince has decided 


‘}on the place of meeting. He commands—it is 


yours to obey.’ 

The mountaineers continued to murmar, but 
the sound of their voices was lost in the distance. 
The warriors had descended the tarret, and the 
Orphan no longer hearing their footsteps, cau- 
tiously quitted her retreat, and pursued ber way 
without further obstacle. 

‘What can occasion this re-assembling of the 
rebels ?? whispered Elodie to herself. ‘Is the 
storm ready to burst? but it is not till the day 
after to-morrow that Palzo purposes to drag me 
to the altar. Doubtless he has selected me as 
his first victim, and the fatal torch of Hymen 
must burn before the sanguinary fires of war are 
kindled. No time must be lost! the watch light 
nust blaze!” 

As she uttered these words, this second Hero 
ascended the platform of the turret, and, at the 
foot of the beacon, summoned her Leander. 
The brilliant®gtare of the signal-light blazed 
through the dark shade of the night. The 
sky was cloudless, and the air mild; innumera- 
ble stars sparkled in the firmament, and gentle 
breezesalone agitated the white vet! of Elodie. 
The Virgin of Underlach fell on her knees be. 
side the pharos, and fixing het eyes on the moun- 
tains of Lake Morat, exclaimed in a plaintive 
voice, ‘ Recluse! Elodie calls thee.’ 

Accustomed tothe prodigies performed by the 


|inhabitant of the Mountain, and persuading her- 


self that he bad heard ber words, the Orphan ex- 
pected that the sighs of the night-wind would 
watt areply 

Like a blessed shade, Elodie knelt for an in- 
stant in motionless silence. Her transparent 
veil gave an rial appearance to ber beavenly 
figure. Like astar of night, she shone in noise- 
leas brightness ; or, rather, as the light glimmer- 
ed on her pale and melancholy counttnance, 
like fugitive and fantastic hope, she seemed e 
pale vapour exhaling a ray of celestial light. 

The spouse of Erebus, and perent of dreams, 
had completed half her dark course, when Elo- 
die quitting the platform of the tower, silent! 
and unmolested descended to her cell. 
was her atiempt te obtain repose; sleep fled bh 
eye-lids, and as she lay ou her restless cou 
grief, fear, and watchfulness, by turns tormen 
ed her, 

The orb of day had scarcely gilded the East, 
when the Orphan, no long-r able to control her 
agitation, arose, and seught for relief in prayer. 
Before the breath of worn had awakened the in- 
habitants of the monast ery, she descended to the 
chapel, there could her heart receive consolation, 
whatever were the sufferings she endured — 
Prayer, that healing balm for the wounded soul, 
is the sacred link which unites earth to beaven: 
through the medium of payer the Divine breath 
of the Almighty descends {rom immortal abodes 


n mavkind. 
" (To be Continued ) 


ee 

As we ascend in society, like those who climb 
a mountain, we shall find that the line of per- 
petual congelation commences with the higher 
circles, and the uearer we approach to the grand 
luminary the court, the wore frigidity and apa- 
thy shall we experience. 
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CLIFTON AND IRENE. 
A TALE BY HORENTIUS. 


(Concluded.) 


During this simple narration, Clifton 
sat buried in silence, his eyes fixed on a 
few embers that glowed on the hearth, 
seemingly unconscious of what he had 
heard, or where he was. At length he 
started from his seat and traversed the 
chamber, with his hands clenched on his 
breast, and despair pictured on his 
countenance 

‘¢Oh, heavens !”’ he exclaimed, ‘* am 
I then alone in the world ? is there none 
left ”’ He turned to Mary with an en- 
quiring glance ; he would have uttered 
the name of Irene, but the sound died 
on his lips. Mary read in his troubled 
eye the emotions of his soul, and would 
have administered a balm to his wound- 
ed heart, but she knew not how. At 
length she ventured to speak of her. 
“Irene, poor girl, has been my only 
companion this many a day—*‘She lives 
then! Oh where is she ?”’ Clifton eager- 
ly demanded. ‘‘ Yes, she is still alive,”’ 
answered Mary, ‘‘ but—”’ ‘* but what ?”’ 
reiterated Clifton, as some new horror 
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appeared to seize upon his mind, and 
some still more dreadful. anticipation 
held him in the most agonizing sus- 
pence. 

“The death of your father and mo- 
ther,” she continued, “‘ who were her 
only benefactors, almost broke her 
heart; and from that mournful day, 
on which we heard you were killed in 
attle, her spirits gradually forsook her ; 
e became lost in melancholy, and 
andered about the woods, avoiding all 
‘society and comfort; frequently she 
passes whole nights setting by the 
graves of your parents, careless of the 
cold or storms. I have often tried to 
persuade her to come into the house 
and shelter herself from the night-winds 
and rain; but no, she always replies, 
ske is waiting for her Henry.” Clifton 
leaned against the wall, and covered his 
eyes with his hand, while he endeavour- 
ed to suppress a deep drawn sigh, and a 
smilé which seemed the convulsive ef- 
fort of a fixed despair, passed rapidly 
over his countenance, and left him ab- 
sorbed and motionless as the statue o 





woe. At length, starting from his re- 
verie, he walked with a disordered pace 
towards the door. ‘‘ Where are you 
going?’ asked Mary. ‘ To seek Ire- 
ne,” was the hasty reply, as he rushed 
from the house. He pursued his way 
with a quick step, until he arrived at 
the entrance of the church-yard, where 
he paused, while his eye glanced over 
those scenes, which, changed as they 
were, still brought forcibly to his mind 
the recollection of his happier years. 
But they were changed! the flames of 
war had passed on the venerable siruc- 
ture, and left it little more than a pile 
of ruins; nothing remained but the 
grey walls, around which the woodbine 
and honey-suckle clambered in wild 
luxuriance; and a few monumental 
stones, chiefly broken and scattered 
over the graves of those whose memory 
they were designed to perpetuate. A 
deep and death-like silence rested over 
this sacred spot, save when the beetle 
clapped his heavy wings, ashe hovered 
over the dark and mouldering ruins ; or 
when the night breeze whispered softly 
through the broken arches, and along the 
lonely aisles of the old church. The 
pale light of the moon added to the me- 
lancholy appearance of. the scene ; and 
all united to diffuse a soothing sadness 
over the anguished spirit of Clifton.— 
He advanced almost unconsciously into 
the yard, when the names of Henry and 
Amelia Clifton, rudely carved on a mar- 
ble slab attracted his wandering glance. 
He kneeled over the ashes of his belo- 
ved parents, while tear after tear drop- 
ped silently on the cold marble inscri- 
bed with their hallowed names. With 
his eyes lifted towards heaven, he re- 
mained as if growing to the spot, until the 
sound of a voice apparently from within 
the ruins, echoed through the stilly air, 
and awakened him from his trance. He 





silent. He proceeded towards the en- 
trance of the church, when a sweet 
and melancholy strain, sung in a voice 
soft and thrilling as the accents of a 
heaven-born seraph, floated gently on 
the passing gale, and died away in low 
and distant murmurs. Transfixed with 
surprise, he stood motionless until the 
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last note died upon his ear—when the 
ought of his Irene rushed on his ima- 


arose, and listened—but all again was! 


— 


ad” ie i — 
gination, and he darted towards the place I 
whence the sound appeared to proceed 5 
As he entered one gate of the dead ’ 
his eye caught a glance of a figure pass. 
ing out of the other. He pursued with 
caution and silence, until he observed it 
pause near the tomb he had just Jef, 
Concealed from view by the shadow of 
the trees, he approached, and discover. 
ed a lovely figure seated by the graye, 
of his parents. Her light and erial fom 
clothed in white, and bending mournfy). 
ly over the dwelling of death, appeared 
like some celestial spirit guarding the 
sacred relics of the dead. Her long 
dark hair waving in the breeze, fell jp 
careless and luxuriant ringlets over her 
snowy neck ; while from a small basket 
which she carried in her hand, she 
seemed selecting flowers to strew over 
the tomb on which she reclined. Jt was 
Irene—lIrene, the orphan child of a dis. 
tant relation of Clifton’s parents, by 
whom she had been adopted in her in. 
fancy, and cherished as their own daugh- 
ter. Between her and Clifton a mutual 
affection had subsisted long ere they 
were separated—an affection which 
even six long years of absence could not 
lessen or destroy. 

While Clifton.contemplated her loved 
and beauteous form, tears of pity, love 
and anguish alternately rolled down his 
cheek. She, around whose image eve- 
ry fibre of his heart entwined—she, 
whose memory had so often diffused a 
light over his most gloomy hours, was 
now before him—but oh! the unhappy 
change! The thought fixed a pang 
within his bosom that deprived him of 
power to move or speak; and as he 
leaned in silence against a tree, she 
warbled forth the following song ina 
low and pensive air : 










* 





‘‘ Fair flowers wet with evenings’ tear, 
Here let your sweetest fragrance rise; 
While guardian angels bover near, 
And waft the perfume to the skies. 


Fair flowers, you no more may bloom, 
The blast of night is passing by, 

Here on this lone aud hallowed tomb, 
Your beautics all must fade and die.” 


And then scattering the flowers around, 
she continued in a wilder strain : 


“ Come o’er the bills to me love, 








Come o’er the hills to me ; 
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For the cold moon is beaming, 

And the night star is gleaming, 
And alone I am waiting for thee love! 
And alone I am waiting for thee. 


List! what sound is that I hear? 
Is it my Henry's footsteps near ? 
No, no, it was the night breeze, 
Rustling thro’ the willow trees; 
My lover comes not yet I fear, 
And all is silent, sad and drear.” 


As she concluded, Clifton moved to- 
wards her ; at the sound of his footsteps 
she started, and on seeing him approach 
attempted to retire, with some symp- 
toms of alarm ; but he detained her by 
the hand, and asked, ‘‘ do you not know 
me Irene?”? ‘No,’ she replied, ‘I 


do not know you, but you will not harm] 


me, stranger! I know you will not, you 
look so like my Henry—so pitiful and 
tender—but he is far away now.’’-- 
‘‘Good heavens, restore her!’ Clifton 
ejaculated, and a tear stood in his eye, 
as he pressed her hand to his bosom. 
“Ah! so my Henry looked when we 
parted last, but why do you weep ? have 
you too lost your love 2?’ ‘*Have you 
forgot me then Irene? Have you forgot 
your Henry?” ‘Forgot my Henry— 
Oh! but that voice! sure its music is 
not new to me.”’ She gazed wildly on 
him—a light seemed to burst upon her 
distracted brain. ‘* It is, it is my Hen- 
ry!’ burst from her lips, as she fell 
senseless in his arms. He _ hastened 


with her tothe house, where with the as- | 


sistance of Mary she was soon resuscita- 
ted. As her faculties returned, she ap- 
peared to awaken from adream. Her 


eyes rested on Clifton as he supported] 


her in his arms. She was conscious of 
the reality of what had passed, and the| 
joyful emotions of her bosom, sought re- 
lief in a flood of tears. 








——— - 





By degrees the clouds of melancholy 
which overshadowed her spirits were | 
dissipated——a few weeks saw the rose of| 
health blooming afresh upon her cheeks, 
and soon she was restored to reason, to 
happiness, and to her Henry’s arms. 
———_————— 


FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 








THE LEGEND OF THE STONE HOUSE, 
OR LOVE CURED BY FRIGHT. 
(Concluded from page 149.) 

The German had made Nick acquaint- 
ed with the love of Hobbs for Emily, and 





knowing the fright he had experienced 
at the stone house, they concerted a 
plan for sending him there in the even- 
ing. Nick was ripe for a frolic, and 
mustered all his ingenuity for the occa- 
sion, Combustible matter was prepared 


j and powder procured ;—trains of which 


led from rock to rock, on the stone 
house mount. Several fusees were 
placed in different spots, and an old gun- 
barrel well charged with powder, was 
placed at the entrance of the cave. 


Itso happened that the evening was | 


dark, Our hero notwithstanding was 
punctual to his promise, and arrived at 
the farmhouse. The German met him 
atthe door and welcomed him in, and 
after apologizing for keeping him in sus- 
pence, informed him that Emily was 
somewhat unwell, and had retired to 
bed; but that she had consented to re- 
ceive his visits, though averse to matri- 
mony. Hobbs rolled his large grey 
eyes in extacy, and the evening pas- 
sed off in unusual gaiety. 

He left the farm house to return to 
his boat, and on reaching the woods, 
was about to descend the hill towards 
the shore, when he saw a light on the 
stone house mount. Luckily our hero 
was inspired with new courage; the 
pleasing prospect of one day mar- 
rying Emily, was floating through his 
old head, and he wandered on mechani- 
cally, withouj knowing it, towards the 
light. The recollection of the old man 
who had decoyed him on shore, and so 
suddenly disappeared, was fresh in his 
memory. He now resolved to unravel 
the mystery, and ascertain who inhabited 
the cavern. Accordingly he boldly be- 
gan to clamber down the rocks. A voice 
called him by name, he stopped to lis- 
ten, crying at the same time, Hallo 
there! At this instant sudden lights 
flashed around him, repeated noises 
sounded in his ears ;—his hair began to 
rise, and he started on, slipping from 
rock to rock, sweating with fear, until 
he came to the platform in front of the 
stone-house. 

All at once the shrill sounds of voices 
issued from the hollow places around ;— 
a blaze of light came issuing from the 
mouth of the cave, and several loud 
and repeated shocks shook the massive 
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ears, and an awful hissing noise struck 
through his head. Unable any longer to 
command his fears, he sunk on the earth, 
without sense or motion. When he re- 
covered, he found himself laying in his 
‘boat which appeared fastened in the 
‘same place where he had left it. He 
‘rose up, rubbed hiseyes, and paddled 
off home, as fast as possible—changed 
his new clothes, swearing never more 
‘to put them on again, or to land near 
‘the haunted spot. 

The dreadful sights and noises, he 
had seen and heard, had changed the 
feelings of love, with which he was in- 
spired. He was no longer the enthusi- 
astic admirer of the angelic Emily. A 
mystery seemed to overshadow the trans- 
actions of that memorable evening : 
thoughts of supernatural beings crowded 
on his recollection, until a confirmed 
belief of their existence was impressed 
on his mind. 

| The mystery attending the strange 
‘man of the cave, which had so long 
inspired terror in the neighborhood, and 
‘commanded the respect and awe of the 
‘superstitious and ignorant, was unravel- 
ledto Edwin: The brother of the Ger- 
‘man, was the inexplicable being, who 
‘had so often alarmed the inhabitants by 
|his sudden appearance among them, and 


| whose residence ip the stone house cre- 
ated so much curiosity. 
| In conjunction with the German he 
was employed in the smuggling trade. 
Goods were deposited in the stone house, 
and its vicinity, where he, disguised asa 
‘hermit took charge of them; and in 
order to prevent the country inhabitants 
from approaching the place, endeavoured 
,as much as possible, to keep them in fear. 
After accumulating an immense pro- 
perty by this contraband trade, they 
threw up the business. Nick Pet, was 
‘connected with them, and in years after, 
‘often amused the neighbors with stories of 
‘the old man who lived in the stone-house. 
| Emily at length conquered her aver- 
‘sion to Nick, and they were married. 
‘Hobbs often visited them at Quaker-hill 
on Sundays, after attending Rebecca 
Wheeler’s meeting, and whenever Nick 
‘mentioned the stone house, he shook 
‘his head, and shuddered at the recollec- 
‘tion of that tremendous night, when bis 
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love was cured by fright. 
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VARIETY. 
sied that this man should die on a scaf- 
fold. This seemed to make little im- 
pression at the time, but afterwards re- 
curred often to this unhappy creature's 
memory, and became every day more 
trublesome to his imagination. At 
length the idea haunted bis mind so in- 
cessantly, that he was rendered perfect- 
ly miserable, and could no longer endure 





CHARACTERISTIC ANECDOTES OF THE 
SPANIARDS. 


Philip the third being gravely seated, 
as Spaniards generally are, by the side 
of afire, found himself greatly inconven- 
ienced by the excess of heat; but con- 
ceiving it derogatory to his dignity to| 
remedy the evil by removing farther 
from it, waited until the Marqais de Po- jjlife. 
~tat appeared, who he then ordered to|| He would have put himself to death 
quench the fire. The marquis, all sub- |} with his own hands, had he not been de- 
mission, begged to be excused, alledg- |jterred by the notion, that God Almighty 
ing that as the office of fire-maker to his ||never forgave suicide. He resolved 
majesty, belonged to the Duke d’Usseda, ||therefore to commit murder, that he 
it was not etiquette for him to touch it. |]might be deprived of life by the hands 
The duke unfortunately had left the jjof justice ; and mingling a sentiment of 
court, and the fire burnt with increased || benevolence with the cruelty of his in- 
ardour. None of the domestics presu- |jtention, he reflected, that if he murder: 
med to enter the royal presence ; and|jed a grown person, he might possibly 
the weak monarch, in waiting for the jjsend a soul to hell: To avoid this, he 
arrival of the proper person, had his ||determined to murder a child, who could 
blood so completely beated, that on the |jnot have committed any sin, but dying 
following day, an crysipelas broke out jin innocence would go immediately to 
in his head, which being attended with ||heaven. He actually murdered an in- 
a violent fever, absolutely was the oc-|jfant of his master’s. Such was the 
casion of his death. strange account this infatuated creature 

If the Spaniards are considered =z jgave on his trial ; and thus the random 


contemptible for their pride, they must |iprophecy proved the cause of its own 
be thought detestable for their cruelty ; |jeompletion. 


and. Bartholomew de las Casas affirms, 
that, upon the discovery of America, 
they destroyed, in forty-five years, no 
less than ten millions of human souls! |}4 young lady, newly married, being obliged to 
and that this hateful sacrifice was made shew her husband all the letters she wrote, 
under the base pretence of conten sent the following to an intimate friend. 

them to Christianity! There is a story || “ I cannot be satisfied my dearest friend, 
recorded of an Indian, who, being tied blest as I am in the matrimonial state, 
to the stake, was strongly persuaded by unless I pour into your friendly bosom, 
a Franciscan friar to turn Christian, which has ever beat in unison with mine, 
under an absolute promise of going to the various sensations which swell 
heaven. The unhappy wretch demand- with the liveliest emotion of pleasure, 
ed of the father whether he should be || ™Y eet bursting heart. I tell you my dear 
likely to meet with Spaniards there ?/Puseand is the most amiable of men. 
and being answered, that it was full of T have now been married seven weeks, & 
them, instantly refused the friar’s coun- have never found the least reason to 


p he day that joined us. My husband i 
sel, declaring he a . ‘ 4 es 
g he had seen too much of }},,.¢, in person and manners, far from resembling 


| them in this world, to wish to associate ugly, cross, old, disagreable, and jealous, 
with them in the nezt. monsters, who think by confining to secure ; 
eed a wife it is his maxim to treat as a 

SINGULAR INSTANCE OF INFATUATION. bosom friend, and not as a 

A native of Berlin had accompanied play thing, or menial slave, the woman 
some of his companions to the house of a jl of his choice. 
fellow who assumed the character of ajhe says, should always obey implicitly, 
fortune-teller; and having disobliged but each yield to the other, by turns. 
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SECRET CORRESPONDENCE. 








Neither party, 


\s . . a 
art, the fellow, out of revenge, prophe-|/acheertul, venerable & pleasant oj 
lives in the house with us—she jg 











him, by expressing a contempt of his|| An ancient maiden auot, near seventy, 





d lady 


the 
light of both young and old: > 





; she is ¢; 
vil to all the neighbourhood arounl 
R U 
generous, and charitable to the Poor 
{ am certain my busband likes nothip 





than he does me; he flatters me mo 
than the glass, and his intoxicatig 
(forso | must call the excess of his love 
oftea makes me blush for the UnWorthi 
of its object, and wish { could be more : 
of the man whose name I bear, 7 
say all in one word and 
crown the whole my former love 
is now my indulgent husband, my fondne 
is returned, and I might have ly 
a prince, without the felicity | find; 
him. Adiea' may you be as blest, aslany 
able to wish that I could be mop 


happy.” 
N.B. The key to the above letter (in cypha § 


is to be read first, and then every alternateing 
ouly. 
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AMERICAN ANECDOTE. i 


One night Colonel M—— bhavigh 
drank to freely, ordered his Footman) 
who was an Irishman, newly hired, 0p 
bring his pistols. Teague obeyed; teh 
Colonel loaded them both, and baviggy 
locked the door, commanded his meat 
hold one of his candles at arm’s leh} 
till he snuffed it with a ball. Prayer 
and intreaties were in vain, and compl > 
he must, and did, though trembling; 
Colonel performed the operation ab 
first attempt, then laying down bis ptf 
tols, was going to unlock the ‘0 
Teague catches up that which was lof 
ed.—‘* Arrah Maishter,”’ says he, “WF 
now you must take up t’other cai 
and let me have my shoot too.” THF 
Colonel called him rogue and rascal") 
no purpose ; Teague was now vee) 
with power, and he would be obeyel | 
accordingly his master extended the @} 
dle ; but this being the first time oe 
Teague’s performing, he not only ™) 
sed, but shot off a button from the bres 
of the Colonel’s coat. So narrow # 
escape had a good effect, and cared bis 
of this humour of turning marksma! 
his drink. 


Most men know what they hate, ie 
what they love. 
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THE ABSENT HUSBAND. 


Amid the vision—throngs of night, 
Thou'rt dearest of the dear, 

And I am near thee while the light 
Of glorious day is here! 

Then ev'ry dimly distant grove 
Shows where thou wand’rest free, 

And ev'ry flower thou used to love, 
Reminds my heart of thee. 


‘Thou, thou--to whom my earliest vow 
Was warmly, fondly paid ; 

Thou art the modest flow’ret now 
Sweet blooming in the shade. 

With all of woman's loveliness, 
Truth, gentle truth thine own ; 

Thou art an angel given to bless~ 
But to thyself unknown. 


Kiss that dear little boy for me, 
And whisper his young ear ; 

That one who doats on him and thee 
Is lone, ’mid mountains drear, 

Where, as the gales of evening come, 
All fluttering to his breast, 

He sheds a tear for those at home,— 
He marks them sink to rest! 


And while the gather'd thunders roar, 
Wild o’er the darken’d plain, 
Still Fancy points ye blest, secure, 
And cheers this heart again. 
Oh! dearest life! while far from thee, 
How does my bosom burn! 
‘Time's brightest hour that hour will be 
Which sees thy love return. 
S—of New-Jersey. 
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THE MANIAC’S GRAVE, 
Oh! who wiil deck the maniac’s grave! 
Or kneel by fier tomb in devotion? 
Vor o’er her flows the violet wave, 
She bas sunk far down to th’ erystal cave 


- Where coy sea maidens their beauties lave. 


Deep deep ‘neath the bosom of ocean! 
There is none to mourn at friendship’s shrine— 
There is none a eypress wreath to twine ; 
There is no sound like that of weeping, 
Avoujd the place where she is sleeping ; 

There are no breezes softly sighing, 
No requium with the echo dying; 
No wild lament is sadly swelling 

Around her lonely pillow of rest; — 
Meruiaids have borne her to their dwelling, 

Upon the billows pellucid breast. 

But sea nymphs with their tresses of spray 
Shall come from their coral grots away, 
And on sea-flowers her course shall lay 

In the erysolite cave of the sea. 

And there they'll chant the funeral dirge, 
While the chorus swells with the swelling surge 
Which is murm'ring round them mournfully. 


The richest gems and fairest flowers 

That flourish in ocean’s emerald bowers, 

Shall be strewn around her liquid bed, 

And shall bleom around her lowly head,— 

The ruby’s blush, and the diamond’s light 

Shall glow, and shine in that grotto, bright 
+ As a sunbeam piercing the waters ; 

Her repose shall be guarded all the night 
By the fairest of Neptune’s daughters, 
Who will watch her slumbers with delight, 

Because she fell by the shafts of love, 
And sought a refuge from woes above 
In the retreats of Niads below. 
There the song of lamenting will rise, 
f'n tune with the billows wild motion ; 
For her soul is flown to the argent skies, 
But her form rests deep ‘neath the ocean, 
Where sea-flowers grow, 
And blue waters flow, 
Far, far from the tempests commotion ! 
HORENTIUS. 





FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


Messrs. Editors—Please insert the following 
in the Cabinet, and oblige a subscriber. 

“ When caps among a crowd are thrown, 
i Make that which fits you best, your own!” 
When hapless and forlorn, by cares oppress’d, 
And tortur’d with an anxious, jealous breast ; 
When dead to pleasure—comfort seek in vain, 
Only aliv® to sorrow and to pain; 


Which only feels affliction’s poignant dart ; 
When hope—love's last resort and soothing pow’r, 
Seems bending o’er her tomb, to cheer no more ‘ 
Oh! where an assylum shall a lover find, 

To ease him of the pain that haunts his mind ? 
Teach me, ye heavenly powers above, 

How to endure the pain of jealous love: 

Teach me to bear the change that I now find; 
For Matilda once was loving, good and kind; 
Teach me no more to love,—but hate the fair, 
Forget the maid, who’s all my anxious care ; 

To curse,—to hate that sad and fatal hour, 

That bade me feel a cruel Matilda's pow’r ; 

Ah! teach me how to sooth my anguish’d pain, 
Siuce she will not be mov'd when 1 complain ; 
To cure my hopeless love, kind Heaven grant, 
Some healing balm, some precious, sacred plant. 
Ah' would I could recall those days so dear, 
When erst I thought that ev’ry maid was fair ; 
For then my heart could feel no fair’s disdain, 
Then none E lov’d, for none I sigh’d in vain. 
Why for those happy days do I now grieve? 
Their joys and pleasures I can ne’er retrieve ; 
Since nought their memory can excite but pain, 
In silence drop the recollection vain, 

Ab' vain are my complaints, I now must cease, 
They never can restore iy rest or peace; 

With secret sorrow, I will bear my fate, 

Will mourn my love—and cruel Matilda hate! 
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TO S———= 
O! fare thee well deceiving girl, 
Thou that hast been uutrue; 











When nought can sooth the anguish of my heart, 











The storms of mis'ry now shall hurl 
My mind, from thoughts of you. 


I once did love thee—lov'd thee dearly, 
All my thoughts were plac’d on thee; 

And whilst my bosom throb’d sincerely, 
Vow’'d forever true to be. 


Thou affected too to love me, 
Promis’d truth, and I believ'd; 

For false I never thought to prove thee, 
But I trusted—was deceiv’d. 


Oh! then rage on misfortune’s gales, 
And waft me on to mis’ry’s shore, 
Come sorrow’s breezes fill the sails, 
We part—in life to meet no more. 
JAMES. 


——— 


WIFE CHILDREN AND FRIENDS. 


When the black lettered list, to tue gods was pre- 
sented, 
The list for what fate of each mortal intends, 
As a long string of ills a kind angel relented, 
And slipped in three blessings,—Wife, Chil 
dren and Friends. 


In vain angry Lucifer swore he was cheated, 
For Justice divine, could not compass its ends, 
The scheme of man’s fall he maintained was de 
feated, 
For earth becomes heaven with Wife, Chi!- 
dren and Friends. 


If the stock of our bliss is in strangers’ hands 
vested, 
The fund ill secur'd, oft in bankruptcy ends, 
P * the heart issues bills which are never pro- 
tested 
When drawn on the firm of Wife, Children and 
Friends. 


Though valour stil] glows in his life waning em 
ber, 
The death wounded tar, who his colors de- 
fends, 
Drops a tear of regret, as he dying remembers, 
How blest was his home, with Wife, Children 
Friends. 


The soldier whose deeds live immortal in story, 
Whose duty to far distant latitudes sends; 
With transport would barter whole ages of glory, 
For one happy day with Wife, Children and 

Friends. 


Though spice-breathing gales o’er bis caravan 


hovers, 
And round him Arabia’s whole fragrance de- 
scends, 
The merchant still thinks of the woodbine that 
covers 


The bower where he sat with Wife, Children 
and Friends. 


The day spring of youth, still unclouded by 
sorrow, 











Alone on itself for enjoyment depends; 
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But what is the twilight of age, if it borrows, 
No warmth from the smiles of Wife, Children 
and Friends ? 


Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nour- 


ish, 
The laurel\which o’er her dead favourite 
bends ; 
Q’er him wave the willow, which only can flour- 
ish, 


When dewed with the tears of Wife, Children 
and Friends. 





Let us drink! for my song, growing graver and 
graver, - 
To sabjects too solemn, insensibly tends ; 
Let us drink! pledge me high! love and beauty 
flavour 
The glass which I fill to——Wife, Children 
and Friends. 





From the Charleston Courier. 


FRAGMENT. 


He comes not—I have watch’d the moon go 
down, 


Bat yet he comes not—once it was not so. 

He thinks not how these bitter tears do flow, 

The while he holds his riot iv that town. 

Yet he will come, and chide, and I shall weep ; 

And he will wake my infant from its sleep, 

To biend its feeble wailing with my tears. 

QO! how I love a mother's watch to keep, 

Over those sleeping eyes, that smile, which | 
cheers 

My heart, though sunk in sorrow, fix'd and deep. | 

I had a husband ence, who tov’d me—now _ 

He ever wears a frown upon his brow, 

And feeds his passion op a wanton’s lip, 

As bees, from laurel flow’rs a poison sip; 

Bat yet, I cannet hate—O! there were hours, 














letter from Glasgow gives information that T’e | 
Pirate, the new work which has lately made its 
‘appearance, would shortly be followed by an- || 
other novel, 
to be called “* The Fortune of Nigil,” that it is a 
scotch story, and is connected with the history 
of G Heriot, the founder of an hospital in Edin- 
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jaddress made out, and Mr. Vansittart, adds the 


When I could hang forever on his eye, 


And Time, whe stole with silent swiftness by, 
Strewed, as he hurried on, his path with flow’rs. 
I lov'd bim then—he loved me too—my heart 
Still finds its fondness kindle, if he smile ; 

The memory of our loves will ne’er depart; 
And though he often sting me witb a dart, 
Venom'd and barb’d, and waste upon the vile, 
Caresses which his babe and mine should share ; 
Though he should spurn me, I will calmly bear 
His madness—and should sickness come and lay 
Its paralyzing hand apon him, then 

I wouid, with kindness, all my wrongs repay, 
Until the penitent sheuld weep, and say, 

How injured, and how faithful I had been. 


—_——— 


From the Lendon Literary Gazette. 


TEN YEARS AGO. 
“Ten years ago,” the world was then 
A pleasant and a lovely dream ; 
Life was a river banked by flowers, 
With sunshine glancing o'er the stream ; 
The path was new, and there was throwa 
A sweet veil over pleasure’s ray; 


fredevi, was lately sent from the post-office 





But ignorance is happiness, | 
When young Hope is to show the way ; 
And fair the scenes that hope would show, 
When youth was bright “ten years ago.” 


Ten years are past,—life is no more 
The fairy land that once I knew,— 
Pleasures have proved but falling stars, 
And wany a sweetest spell untrue: 











—S===. 
TO CORRESPONDENTs. 






We are under the necessity of omitting, in hice 
number of the Cabinet, several favours from a 
correspondents, which shall appear in our nett, 

* Latus Kectum,” is filed for next Week, a 
well as ** Eustace”— both of which we hope wil 
continue to us the effusions of their inspired fie 
muse. 

The visit of our friend Latus Rectum, to > 





But may [ look on these dear ones, 
Feel their soft smile, their rosy kiss; 


My own home-star of trath and bliss! 
While love's sweet lights thus round me glow, 
Can I regret “ ten years ago!” 


Or may I tarn, Beloved, to thee, | 
ti 
| 


NEW-YORK, 
SATURDAY, MARCH 23, 1822. 





Literary.—A London paper states, that a 





The new work, says the editor, is 


burgh. 


White ;” it was to make its appearanee this 
month. 

Dr. Drake has in the press a new work enti- 
tled * Evenings in Autumn.” 


A letter addressed Al Sua Excellenza Srom- 
to the British Museum to have, if possible, the 


newspapers, found out that it was meant for Sir 
Humphrey Davy. A chancellor of exchequer 
is your man not only for cyphering but decy- 
phering. 


Recognition data.—The Independence of the 
United States was recognized by France in 
1778; by Great Britain and Holland in 1782; 
by Sweden, Denmark, Spain and Russia in 
1783 , and by Prussia in 1785. 

The weather has been so mild on the conti- 
nent of Europe, particularly in Poland and Rus- 
sia, that it resembles spring more than wiuter: 
and in the neighbourhood of Dundee, Scotland, 
a field of ripe barley was cut down in January, 
which had been sown in August last. 

The Clerical Almanac of France, for 1822, 
states the number of Priests in actual employ- 
ment to be 35,286, of whom 14,870 are above 


60 years of age; 4150 have been ordained du, 
ring the last year. 





Mr, Southey is preparing for publication a/! 
third volume of “ The Remains of Hefry Kirk | 


acconplished Lady,” was unavoidably Omitted, 
but will find a place in our columns of No, 3), 
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MARRIED, 


On Saturday evening last, by the Rev. p; 
Covell, Mr. David C Jordon, to Miss Ana Wi. \ 
ikinson, both of this city 

On Sunday evening last, by the Rev. Mr.Mp. | 
‘Clay, Mr James Cannitt, to Miss Mary Frox, 
all of this city. 

On the same evening, by the Rev Mr Rid. 
ardson, Mr. Jaines Sivils, to Miss Cornelia Lev. 


jis, daughter of Mr. Gilbert Lewis, all of this 


city. 

| On Tuesday evening last, by the Rev Natha [" 
|Ba gs. Mr. William He'mes, of Bellville, NJ. 7 
}to Mrs. Rebecca Margarum, of this city. 

| On the same evening, by the Rev. Dr. Spring, 
iMr Wm B. Fitch of New- Haven, Conn to Mis 
Clarissa Adee, daughter of David Adee. Esq of 
this city. 


On Thursday evening of last week, Mrs El 
/zabeth Reynolds, aged <5, wife of Mr. Williaw 
| Reynolds. 
Ow Friday afternoon, Capt. William Calder, 
ged 39 years, late of the brig Alfred. 
On Monday morning last, John M. Ehrich, 
| Esq. a native of Germauy, and for many years® 
| respectable merchant in Charleston, $ C. and 
| for the last 7 years an inhabitant of this city. 
On Monday afternoon, of a lingering illness, 
Mrs. Margaret Ann Sickles, in the 3ist year of 
her age. ; 
On Monday evening, Mrs. Martha Lewis, ® 
ged 39, wife Mr. William Lewis. 
On Tuesday morning last, Mr. John Funde- 
gants, aged 68 years. 
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LETTER-PRESS PRINTING. 
PAMPHLETS, CaRDs, HANDBILLS, Circe: 
Lars, &c Kc. executed with neatness and dis- 
patch, at the office of the Ladies’ Literary Ca- 
binet, No. 30 William-st. directly opposite the 
Post office. 
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A man has been mitted for trial in Lon- 
ms for marrying s wives, all of whom are 
* ve, } 





TERMS, 4 dolls. per year —Country subscribers 
to pay in advance. 
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